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To 


DEAR SIR, 

WITHOUT your Concurrence, or even 
previous Knowledge, I take the Liberty to 
inſcribe the PRISONER AT LARGE to 
you; a Trifle, where ſo much is owing: 
But having hitherto diſpoſed of my Right 
in my Copies, to the Proprietors of the 
II neatres, this is my firſt Opportunity of 
making a public Acknowledgment of the 
very great Advantages which my Dramatic 
Pieces have derived from your happy and 
juſt Conception of my Meaning, your in- 
duſtrious Application to the Study of my 
Characters, and your powerful Comic Abi- 


lities in the Performance of thew. 
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Wirn the moſt ſincere Wiſhes that you, 
in the ſucceſsful Purſuit of your Profeſ- 
ſion, may long continue, as you are, the 
Delight of the Public, and the higheſt Reſ- 
pect for your Talents, 


I am, 


Dear SIR, L 


Your much obliged and 


very humble Servant, 


JOHN O*KEEFFE. 


Avguft 11th, 1788. 
Margaret-ſtreet, Weſtminfter, 
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ACT J. Scens I, 


4 Garden to Lord San” s Houſe, a Gate in 
the Back leading to the Road. 


Enter FritL and Muns, gharrelling ; MARY 
inter poſing. 


MUNS. 


Concreray fop ! 


FRIL 2. 
Impertinent ſavage |! 


Gentlemen— — 
FRILL 
Pon my honour I ſhall pink you. 


| ' MUNS. 
And by my fiſt I'll thump you. a 


MARV. 


But, my dear rival lovers, my town fop, 
and my country beau; filly to quarrel about me; 
for when one gets thump'd, and t'other pink'd, 
as you call it, probably I may have neither of 
you. 


| ] FRILL. | 
Didn't you confeſs; - tirttle Spaniſh guitar 
tickled your heart? a (Shewing it.) 
LMM UNS T 


And, my ſweet, didn't you own that my great 
French horn rouſed your ſoul ? 
5 (Showing his horn hung.) 


MARY. 


Yes; but *pon my reputation, gents, I have 
not yet determined whether [| ever was ruuſed or. 
tickled, 


RACHEL ( calls without. ) 
Mary! | | 

; MARY: 
My miſtreſs! Coming, Madam. : 
. 1 Count 


. 11 9 
CouNrT (calls witbout.) 
Frill! .. 4: "9 | 
FRILI. 
My Maſter ! Yes, Sir. 


| OrDp DOwD IE, without. 
You Muns ! Why Muns ! 


MUNS. 


My Maſter ! zounds ! Sir I'm here Im 
there. Mary, don't ſtay with that fellow, — 


Coming Sir. | (All run confuſed.) 


Enter RACHEL. 


RACHEL. | 
Mary, fee where's Miſs Adelaide. ' 


MARY. 
Tes, Ma'am. in? (Runs off.) 


Euter OLD DowDLE. 


DOWDLE. 2 2: Il 
re, Muns ! you loitering curs'd vagabond 
what are you at? Call, call, call! Deſire 
Yemon to get the horſes ready. (Exit Muns.) 
Ay, Count, fince my maſter, the lord of this 
houſe, has been ſo unlucky as to loſe his eſtate, 
and you and your friends in Paris have bcen 
lucky enough to win it, now I am your ſte- 
ward; and as they ſent you over here to Ire- 
land, to collect the rents, to pay his Lordſhip's 

TM | bonds 


3323 
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bonds to them, -I'll go now about and make the 
tenants pay them into your hands, on condition 


you marry my daughter Rachel here. 


946 


COUNT FRIP. 
But all de clown of tenant, when I did go 
to gather in de Pargent, did throw de mud and 
ſtone at my head, ſpoil my curl, knock o' my 
hair out of my buckle; ma foi, call me Jack 
Frog. Now, Mademoiſelle, am I like dat Jacky 


de Frog? 
RACHEL. 
Ha, ha, ha! 

DOWDLE. | 
Fools! They never ſaw their landlord, Lord 
Eſmond, ſince he was a boy. No, he ſpent his 
time and money flying over Italy and Germany, 
like a wild gooſe, till he's got himſelf now coop'd 
up in a priſon at Paris! Ha, ha, ha! Come, 
Count, I hope to bring all the tenants to reaſon — 
but that ſneering raſcal Jack Connor Daughter, 


I inſiſt you'll never ſpeak to him. 
RACHEL 
Not I, Sir—till you go out. (de.) 


DOWDLE. 
Here, you Muns! (calling.) 


COUNT FRIP. 


Evter 


Frill. 


- +6: 1 


Enter FRILL, who * the Coun, 


A ſervant without 8 one Mr. Nugent, from 


Paris. 
CO UNT FRI P. 


Nugent! One of our club—I come, Mon- 


. ſieur, excuſcz moi pour un moment. 
[Exit with Frill. 


Enter Mos. 


| MUNS. 
Sir, the horſes are ready. 


DOWDLE. | | 
Rachel, as 'tis late, we ſha'n't be home to 
'night—the Count and I'll take a bed where we 
can—ſome of the tenant . 


RACHEL. 


This is charming! {afide*) Dear papa, ſure 
you won't ſleep out all night! 


| DOWDLE. 
Buſineſs, —You Muns. (apart.) 
| _ _ M UNS. 
Sir. . : 
DOWDLE. 


You'll let me know if Jack Connor meets 
my daughter, whilſt I am away. There's a re- 
taining fee, you dog. 


MUNS. 
( Looking at it.) I will, Sir. (apart.) 


B ___ Racuem, 


L218] 
RACHEL. 


( Apart.) Muns, run and tell Jack Connor to 
come here to me as ſoon as my father's out of 
ſight. There's Rn to drink our health by 


the way. ( Grves him money.) 
| MUNS; 
( Looking at it.) I will, Miſs. 
| DOWDLE. 


Now you'll be on the watch; I may depend 
on you. ( apart. * 
MUNS, 
You may, Sir. (apart.) 


R ACHEL. 
You won't fail? 
MUNS. 


I won't. 
DOWDLE. 


Mind, don't ſtir out. (To Muns part, and 
exit. | | 


MUNS. 
( Locking at the money.) Not a leg. 
RACHEL. 
You'll run now to Jack Connor ? 
( Apart to Nuns.) 
MUNS. EY 
( Looks at her money.) Every foot. [ Exit. 
RACHEL. 


My dear Jack Conger, I love him more 
than ever for his fidelity to my Lord; and —_— 
I ene 


. 
the man of honour and integrity can neves prove 

2 faithleſs lover. (Enter Adelaide.) Ah, you 
ſly one! you come down here to the country 
on a viſit to me, yet prefer birds and groves 
to all we can invent to amuſe you, Now is n't it 
love? | 

# ADELAIDE. 

My dear Rachel, I'd make you my confidante, 

but you're ſuch a giddy creature. f 


RACHEL. 
I! Me ? Ha, ha, ha! What would J give that 
you had a lover! 
ADELAIDE. 


RACHEL. 


O precious! Who is he? 
ADELAIDE, 
Let theſe tears tel] you my lover is no more, 


RACHEL. 


Dear me! 
| ADELATBE. 
'Tis now ten years ſince I ſaw my Nugent at 
Montpellier. 
RACHEL. 


Ten years ! You conſtant ſoul ! 


ADELAIDE. 


I was ſcarce fifteen : his forcune was doubt- 
ful; my father forbid our intercourſe—my Nu- 
gent was ſeized by ruthans (I could never nd the 
cauſe), and carried up to Paris; but JI have ſince 

been aſſured, by my father, of his death. 


RACHELE, 
Lord ! had I known, I ſhould not have re- 
vived a painful idea. —Come, I muit keep up 
2 | your 


1 


pour ſpirits. My father won't be home all night, 


and I've ſent for my dear Jack Connor, to ſup 
with us. Come, now, I wiſh I dare be angry 
with my father, for joining this ſharping Count 
againſt his own maſter, Lord Eſmond : no won- 
der, for his mother, the old lady, not to reſt in 
her grave. Adelaide, as ſure as I live, I heard 
the ghoſt ſing laſt night in the Belvedere room— 
the ſweeteſt voice 
| ADELAIDE. oi 
Very ſtrange ! I've now ſat up purpoſely three 
nights, but I've neither ſeen or heard this wonder. 
| RACHEL. 
. Oh, but my dear, the poor dead lady is cer- 
tainly diſturb'd by the misfortunes of her ſon, 
Lord Eſmond : it muſt be ſhe, for the ap- 
parition is dreſs'd exactly like her picture that 
hangs in the room where it walks. 
c ADELAIDE. | | 
All fancy.——Ah ! if the dead were ſuffer'd to 
reviſit us, I ſhould be comforted by my Nugent. 
RACHEL. : | 
Come, we muſt have no more thoughts of dead 
lovers: — you ſhall hear my living lover rattle, 
court, and ſing at our little party; we'll be ſo 
Jolly. Come along. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, 2 | fue Country. Sun going down, 
Lord EsxMonD's Houſe at a Diſtance; at the 
Side Jack ConNoR's Houſe.- 


Enter Lord EsMoND (plainly dreſs'd), TRraP and 


SERVANT. 
LORD ES MOND. 


Then the Count will meet me? 


SERVANT. 


L 
SERVANT. 
Yes, my Lord. N 
5 LORD ESMON PD. 
You-call'd me Nugent ? 

F 
I did, my Lord. 

LORD ESMOND. 


Ver well; take the horſes back to the inn. 


Well, Trap, I've been your priſoner ten years, 
and your ſuffering me to come here from Paris is a 
ſtreteh of good nature. — Vonder's my houſe : 
here am I in the centre of my own eſtate, and, 
thanks to fortune, not maſter of one foot of 


land. 
TRAP. 

Night's coming on, and not a roof here will 
ſhelter us. In view of your houſe I can't get 
a mug of beer. (Mufic and laughing without.) 
Country people leaving off work: UII ſee if I 
can't get a drop amongſt 'em. But, my Lord, 
don't run away, for if I hav'n't you to brin 
back with me to jail, I ſhall get hang'd. —Hollo! 
neighbours. - | 5 [ Exit. 

| LORD ESMOND. 

Somewhere here ſtood (coking) the cottage of 
poor old . Connor—a good houſe; he thr.ves ; 

I'm glad on't. His ſon Jack was my little play- 
fellow. (Laughing and muſic without.) 


Enter Jack CoN NOR. 


JACK CONNOR. 

Ah, merry be your hearts. ——Good-aight, 
neighbours. All going to their comfortable 
homes; whilſt I—this bachclor's life is plaguy 
of : ſtupid— 


» 


. 


ſtupid—I will marry my little Rachel. (Ging to 
his own houſe. ) 
LORD ESMOND. 


Hollo! Friend, d'ye know where I can get 2 


bed? 
| JACK CONNOR. 


I've two or three ſpare beds in my houſe here. 
LORD ESMOND. 

One will do for me. 
JACK CONNOR, 


Then one you ſhall have, on one condition 
tho that you drink one jug of ale with me after 


fupper. 
LORD ESMOND. > 


Supper, and a jug of ale! Your terms are ra- 
ther ſevere to a hungry, thirſty, weary, traveller. 
JACK CONNOR. 
Thirſty ! Ob! ! (afide.) Phelim. 4 Calls at bis 
door.) 


Enter PAEL1M, to ak Jack Connor whiſpers. 


JACK CONNOR. 


Lou ſhall have a traveller's welcome to the 


houſe of Jack Connor. (To Lord Eſmond.) 
[Exit Phelim. 


LORD ESMOND. 

Tis he] the companion of my youth. ( Re- eurer 
Phelim with @ jug of ale and a drinking born.) 

JACK CONNOR. | 
I'Il fill for you, Sir Come 
| LORD ESMOND. 

The good-natur'd boy ripen'd into the bene- 

volent man. {afide. Z | 


Jack 
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JACK- CONNOR, 


My firſt toaſt, always a bumper: Here's fie» 
dom to my landlord, Lord Eſmond. 


LORD ESMOND. 
Pray where is my Lord now ? 
JACK' CONNOR. 
In priſon, near ten years; and I fear for life. 
(Wipes his eyes.) 
LORD E 8 MO N Db. 
What's the matter? | 
JACK CONNOR. 
beg your pardon, Sir; but when I toaſt my 
friend in diſtreſs, I mix my drink with water. 
LORD ESMOND. 
Affectionate fellow! (afide.) But I've heard 
ſay, my Lord is rather a diſſipated worthleſs ſort 


of character. 
| JACK CONNOR. 


What's that? (fiercely.) You're welcome to 


what my houſe affords; but Tup by yourſelf, for 


Pl never fit at one board with him who could 


flander the man I eſteem and honour. 


Enter Muns, and whiſpers Jack Connor. 


JACK CONNOR. 


Her father out? and ſent for me ? My kind 
Rachel! If I had but Father Frank, now—he 
might—Muns, how go on the Count's affairs r 


t. 
9 ö MUNS. 
A myſtery there. But (takes 4 born of ale.) 


I'll get to the bottom on't. (drinks.) Now I'm 


prim'd for love or war: if Frill dare but look 
crooked 


kiss — oh the traitreſs! (retires.) 


12 


crooked, or Mary but frown—oh ! how I' bang 
him, and touzle her. | Exit. 
LORD ES MOND. 8 

As I find all here have loſt. every remembrance 


of my perſon, I'll venture up to the caſtle, and 


ſee the Count, in my character of Nugent, (afide.) 


Ick CONNOR. 
* Phelim, let this gentleman want for nothing till 
come home. Your hand, Sir; I was angry, 
but you're a ſtranger; perhaps in neceflity—and 
my doors ſhall never be ſhut againſt the weary tra- 


veller. A 


LORD ESMOND. 
You are an honeſt fellow, that I'll be ſworn 


for. | | [ Exit, 
SCENE, an Apartment in Lord EsMoxp's 
5 | Tone. | 
- Enter FRILL. 

FRI 


1 ſuſpect here's ſomething going forward againſt 
my maſter.—Here comes Muns and Mary,-vee 


* 


Enter Muxs and May. 


ET MUNS. . 
True. Ha, ha, ha! But, Mary my dear, how 


could you liſten to ſuch a cur as Frill? 


FRI 1s Los 
(Aſide.) I'm a cur ! Oh you puppy. 
MALE... 


Frill is a creature—but really fince this ghoſt 
has appeared, the houſe is ſo frighttul that any 
2-omnpany is acceptable, 0 

2009) Mus. 


larney. But now for ſupper. [Exits 


4 
2 MUNS. - 
That for the ghoſt ! To night we are to have a 
Jolly little party.—Huſh, my dear, (with joy. )— 
Jack Connor's coming to Miſs Rachel, I'm with 
you, and cook is preparing a nice bit of ſupper 
for us all, tol, lol! 
. MARV. 
A ſupper! delightful! 
| MUNS. | 
Old maſter don't come home to night, and we'll 
be ſo merry, tol, lol. | | 
MARY. 
Charming! then I'll go ſuperintend ſupper, 


= MUNS. = 
And T'll make Tooten the black, my pupil, 
prepare his horn, —Oh, how ſweetly we play'd 
on the water yeſterday !—— They may talk of 
fine views, and. viſtos, and beauties of nature,; 
but 'tis to hear the divine echos of my horn, 
that brings the gentlefolks all the way from Cork, 
and even Dublin, down herè to the lake of Kil- 


SCENE, a Hall. 
Muns and Mary placing tables and a ſcreen be- 
| tween. | 


MUNS. | 
There ! the lovers ſha'n't be overlook'd by us, 
ha! ha! ha! Here Tooten and I'll fit and take 
our pleaſure while they mingle lips, we'll jingle 
glaſſes. —Oh how I love to fee good cheer going 
forward! | - [Exeunt. 


FRILI. 


T mi 
FRILL advances. 


R143 

So, here's rare doings in the old gentleman's 

abſence ; maſter and I bubbled by ſuch clowns as 
Muns and Jack Connor Oh revenge! 


OLD DowDLE, without. 


Who is here! . 
FRI LI. 
Oh choice luck! Here comes the old codger 
home unexpectedly.— Such a hobble as III bring 
'em into. Ha! ha! ha! . 


* 


Enter Olo DowDLE. 


non | 
Oh my bones! Who's that I ſee there? What, 
are they all gone to bed? Well I'll go too, and 
not diſturb any body. 
| FRI LL. 


What, Sir, go to bed without your ſupper ? 
the nice ſupper that Miſs Rachel has prepared for 


vou: | 
DOWDLE: 


(Seeing the table laid.) Hey | what is all this ? 
-—FRILKE = 
The table laid for your ſupper, Sir, 
> DPOWDLE, 

Why who knew I was coming home 
N 
Miſs Rachel, Sir. 

don. E. 


Eh ! then ſhe knows I had a fall from my 


horſe ? | 
FRIIL. 
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FRILL. 


The levil 4 Wo of i (aſide) Oh yes, Sir, 
Mary told her that. 


DOW DLE. 
Mary! | who told Mary ? 


FRIL L. 


Oh, Sir—ſhe ſaw you, Sits as ſhe was take 
ing a walk. 


DOW DLE. 


She took a devil of a long walk then ; for I fell 
fix miles off. 


FREYEE, 
That was a great fall indeed, Sir. 
DOW DI. E. 
Eh ? 

FREE 


W yes, Sir ride — Su- Mary was riding 
won he evening being fine, Miſs Rachel gave 
her leave to go ſee her brother. 


DOWPLE.. 
Mary ? | 
FRAIL 
es, Sir; Muns rode before her. 
DOWBDLE., 


After my orders to ſtay at home on the watch 


| Before Mary? Then I ſuppoſe the raſcal took my 
cheſnut pad? 


FRIEL. 


Don't fay I told you—but I fancy he did — 


they wou'd not wiſh you to know it, Sir—they' ll 
all deny. it to you. 


DOWDLE. 


Mary! he — indeed I heard a woman 
fquall. | 


FRILL. 


* 
8 * p 4 
* os ae c eee oe n 
* 


voants are ſo attentive to render it agreeable —_ 


1 
„ I 
Yes, Sir, ſhe ſaid ſhe ſquall'd. 
| DOWDLE. 
Then perhaps twas ſhe ſent the *pothecary to 


me. 
FRIL L. 


It was, Sir.—One lie has drawn me into a 


dozen. ( aſide.) 
DOWDLE. 

A buſy ſlut ! He was a farrier—call'd himſelf a 
ſurgeon, tho' he was a farrier; for the fellow out 
with a fleam, up with my leg, and ſwore he'd 
bleed me in the fetlocx.— Where's your maſter ? 


FRILL. | 
Lord, Sir, didn't he come home with you ? 


DOWDLE. 


No, he ſaid ſomebody from France was to 
meet him at an inn three miles off, he, he! 
But I'm glad my daughter had ſo much thought 
as to provide a morſe] for me.—Oh what happi- 
neſs, after all one's croſſes abroad, to come to 
one's own home, when one's children and ſer- 


Muns ! (calls.) Where's this curſed fellow, with 
his galloping my horſes about the country ? 
Frill, ſhall I trouble you to help me on with my 
gown, and then I can come and fit down to my 


ſupper in comfort, | [ Exit, 
FAILS: 

Yes, Sir—Oh what a rare hobble I ſhall bring 

them into, ha, ha, ha Il eErxit. 


Enter 


2 
* 
8 
2 
* 
4 
. 
* 
1 ; 
* 


„ 


Eni RACHEL, ADELAIDE, and Jack Cox NR. 


ALI. Ha, ha, ha! 
: RACHET. 
And there now 1s my old papa, trotting from 
cottage to barn, like a cunning little exciſeman, 


with his green book under his arm, and his pen 
ſtuck in his wig. | 


ALL. Ha, ha, ha! | 
TJACE CO 


But why won't Miſs Adelaide give us her com- 
pany * : 


R AC HEL. 
You mult. 


ADELAIDE, 


My dear, ſuffer me to go to reſt, if J can 
reſt. The death of my Nugent, the miſ- 
fortunes of Lord Eſmond—tho' I never ſaw him 
it may ſeem an affectation of ſenſibility I can't 
account for it, but I feel ſomething inexpreſſibly 
horrid hanging over me, ever ſince you ſhow'd 


me the old lady's clothes. 


| R ACHEL 
Sure | | 
ADELAF#DE, 


Not a night I don't dream I'm rummaging he 
cluthes-prets in the haunted room, as you call ir. 


RACHEL. | 
Well, my dear, if you will retire, ſuffer Jack 
to ſee you acroſs the gallery. 
JACK CONNOR. 


Av, Miſs, under my guard, ſhow me the ghoſt 
that dare affront you. [Exit with Adelaide. 


© Enter 


E 
Euter Mary with ſupper, which ſhe puts 0 


table. 


the 


M. ART. ä 
There, Miſs.— Let's ſee, I muſt bring ano- 
ther bottle; tor your lover is a good fellow, and a 


good fellow deſerves a good bottle. [ Exit. 


RACHEL. 


(Sits down.) I wiſh Jack Connor wou'd make 
haſte. (begins to carve.) Ha, ha, ha! My little 
dad, if he knew what we were at here now. 


Enter DowDLE, in an undreſs. Rachel carves 
_ with her back to him as-he enters. 


RACHEL. 


Yes, my poor father's faſt aſleep by this, in 
ſome peaceful cottage. Ha, ha, ha 1 did not 
care if he had a taſte of this turkey; I know the 
old lad likes a bit o' the merry-thought, 
How.long my dearee ſtays !— Is that you ? 


{ Speaks without lohing round.) Eh! you've been 


giving her akiſs, 1 ſuppoſe—come, whilſt it's hot; 
{tit down, you fooliſh fellow. 


Dowdle.comes round, and ſits oppoſite to her. 


RAGHET. 
| Ah! (Jereams.) 
DOWDLE. 
What's the matter with you! 
RACHEL. 
Sir, II thought it was the ghoſt. 
DOW DLE. 


15 did you invite the %% to ſupper ? 
RACHEL, 


a1 


a RACHEL, 
4 If Jack returns we're undone. (aft de.) Lord, 
Sir, who expected you ? 

DOW DI. E. 


8 Indeed 1 ſhould not have been home to night 
71 but for the tumble. 


8 | RACHEL. 
q What tumble, Sir? 
(7 z DOWDLE. 


Sure you—oh true, I wa'n't to know ſhe let 
' Muns gallop my horſes about the road, (aſide. ) 
-© Well, ha, ha! I forgive you and him, ſince it. 
has procured me ſo good a ſupper. Ha, ha 


RACHEL. 
Forgive us! Then,. Sir, you know all? 
i DOW DLE. 
Yes, yes, I'm not angry call the fellow. 
RACHEL. 
O precious ! ! Then, Sir, you'll Jet him ſup 
with us? 
| DO WD LE. 
Sup! what your ſervant ? 
RACH EL. 
True, Sir, I am his miſtreis, and he loves me 
dearly. 
DOWDLE. 
RACHE L. 
Muns! 
DOW DLE. 


If your Muns dare to fit down at a table with 
me, I'll knock the ſcoundrel to the devil, 


C2 Enter 
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Enter Mus and BLACK, who fit at the other 
table, 


M UNS. 


Sow, Tooten, don't look towards the lovers— 
here we'll fit, play, and take our glaſſes. (They 


| drink.) Now up with Black Sloven, * and 


Aung py the horns. ) 


DOWDLE. 


* (Lays down his fork.) 
"MU N 3. 


How d'ye like that, my lad o' wax ? 
4, DOWBLY. 

What's that? 
| MUNS. 


Eh ! (Surpriſes, J ih riſes and peeps over the 
fereen, which he had placed between the twa tables; 


at the fame time Dowdle turns up his face.) 


Enter Mary with wine. 


— 


RACHEL, 
If I could prevent Jack Connor from coming 
in. | [ Exit, 
MARY. 


Here's two bottles for the jolly dog. (Sets them 


on the Cant Where Muns ts.) 


C 
bs a ſmothered laugh.) Ha, ha, ba! Go give it 
to the joily dog yourtelt, 
MARE; 


of Goes round the ſcreen, and ſeeing Dowdle ſcreams. } 


Ah! 
Es DowpLE. 


* 4 
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know 


3 
DOWDLE. 
Curſe your ſqualling! I believe it was you that 
frighten'd my horle. 
MARY. 


Me! : 
DOWDLE. 


Where the devil did you pick up ſuch an apo- 


thecary ! N 
MAR v. 


I pick up an apothegary ! Sir, I'd have you to 


 .DOWDLE. 
He was a farrier' (enraged) ; and Sirrah, the 
next time you take the road | 


MUNS. 
I take the road! | 
; DOWDBLE. 8 
So you muſt go on the pad ! 
MUNS. 
go on the pad! Oh Lord 1. 
| DOW D LE. 


You fcoundre] | ! cantering about. — Where' s the 


plies ? 
M UNS 


Mary, fetch my maſter the pillow. 


DOWDLE. 
So, Sirrah, ſhe's in love with you? 
- _ MUNS. | 
Yes, Sir—eh Mary? Ha, ha, ha! 
DO WDLE. 
And you muſt fit down and ſup with me ? 
V Mouxs. 


P £4 >_> n LEE 8 "RON 
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 MUNS. 
Eh! well—thank ye, Sir. (Sits ets 
DOWDLE. 


Fine! Hadn't you better aſk the black-a-moor ? 


Ironically. ) 
( 4 VI U N 8. 


Tooten, fit down, boy. { Black fits drwn. / 
| DOWDLE. 


Get along, ou infernal impudent ſon of 


4 * ( Beats Bim. 
M UNS. 


Oh Lord, he's mad! 
=} DOWDLE. 
Where's my ſaddle, you villain ? 


MU NS. 


His ſaddle! Going to ride this time of night—- 
yes, the devil s got into him. 


DOW DLE. 
II beat him out ef you, you damn'd rogue. 
MUNS. f 


The ghoſt has bit him— Oh. (Muns and Mo 


run of.) 
DOWDLE. 


A knave | | 

3 Enter JACK CONNOR, 
JACK CONNOR. 

This old manſion has ſo many windings, I 
thought J ſh. Id never have found my way back 
again. 1.—Come, fit down, my dear.—Zounds ' 
( ſeeing old Dowdle, runs off.) 

DOWDLE. 


Stop the anna. (runs out after him.) 
SCENE, 


n 33 ⁵⁰˙¹ü—2— U - on. 1³ 


Jack Connor ? 


„1 


SCENE, another Apartment. 
Enter MARx. 


M AR F. 

1 wonder if Miſs Rachel's gone to bed. — 
Jack Connor muſt have flipped out when he 
heard maſter ſcolding us— Yes, I hear him lock- 
ing the great gate. Near one o'clock—I wiſh I 


was in my own room—1 dread crofling that diſ- 
mal gallery: if I meet any thing I ſhould die, I'm 
ſo frighten'd. O Lord, what's that? 


Enter M UN 8. 


MU N 
*Tis I, my dear. 


| MARV. 
L hope not; but i can't conceive how he got 
oft. 

M UNS. 

No matter, as he wa'n't ſeen we're ſafe. —_—_ 
But here's a ſtrange gentleman, I ſaw him juſt 
now at Jack Connor's—knock*d at the poſtern, 
and aſk'd for a bed, as he's benighted, and 


MARY. 
The deuce ! Were you mad, to let a ſtranger 
in at this time of night? He may be a white boy. 


M UNS, 


Looke, Mary, I let him in out of good nature— 


let thoſe that are ill natured turn him out, 


Mary. 


D'ye think maſter ſaw 


- 
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MARY; 


Why 'twould be cruel indeed; only maſter's ſo 
croſs.—Stop—I've a thought—the fineſt oppor- 
tunity !-— Let's put him to ſleep in the haunted 
room ; as he don't know on't he won't be afraid, 
and if the ghoſt walks he'll certainly ſpeak to it, 
and then — — | 


MUNS. 
Why yes, if it is our dead lady, ſhe may tell 
him what diſturbs her, then may be ſhe'Il vaniſh, 
and trouble the houſe no more I like it hugely. 


n MARY. 
Where have you left the gentleman *? 


MUNS. 
In the lodge. Come— (going. } 


MARY. 


You need n't run away from a body. [takes bin 
) 


under her arm. ) 
2 MUNS. Ko - 
Ah! how loving theſe women are, when they 


ſtand in need of our protection. Hem! (/iwaggers.) 


Eh! bleſs me | tol, lol, lol. [ Execunt, 


SCENE, 


6 
+ - 
. ˙ . m eee LI. EEE ee ea ee 


1 
S CEN E, an antique Apartment. A Lady! 


Pieture n oder the Chimney. 


Enter Mus and Manar, with lights, introducing 
Lord Eſmond, 


MARY, 
This is the room, Sir, 
M UNS. 
In terror, yet trying to cenceal it) Ves, Sit, this 
is the room, Sir. 


f LORD ESMOND. 
& Im very much obliged to you. 
| MARY, 
The bed's in the alcove, Sir. (points to it.) 
M UNS, 


Well, Mary, put on the ſheets, and air it well 
for the gentleman, 
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MARY. 


Can't you? 5 
SE MUNS. 
Pſhaw ! (apart—each urging the other to go in.) 
| MAR V. | 
Sir, the bed is very well air'd, 
MUNS. 


Yes, Sir, it has been laid in, not above=—eight 
years ago. (afide.) Go—( to Mary, who with much 
beſitation 5 terror goes into the alco de. 


LORD ESMOND. 
The gentleman of the houſe is gone to reft ? 


Muns. 


. „„ 


MUNS. 


V.. Sir, the gentleman of the houſe reſted i in 
priſon theſe ten years— — 


| LORD ESMOND. 
Indeed ! Poor gentleman, | 


 MUNS. 


Ay, Sir, he's a lord ; the cards and dice have 
left him a very poor gentleman but my ane, 
his ſteward, is now quietly ſnoring. 


LORD ESMOND. 
Then I ſhall return him thanks in the morning. 


LORD ESMOND. 
Oh, Sir, you may as well not thank him, Sir, 


LORD ESMOND. 
Oh, then *tis entirely to you I'm obliged ? - 


MUNS. 
Yes, Sir. EY 5 
LORD ESMOND. . 
As I was left by the man of the houſe, when 
you ſaw me, but for your humanity, I muſt have 


lain in the helds all night——Here. (offers money. 


MUNS, 


As ! didn't buy my humanity, I never will ſell 
it. (refuſes the money. 5 


1 Mary. 


MARY. Z 
There, Sir, the bed's ready—Lord ! ſo 
frighten'd !——thought I ſhould never get done. 
(apart to Muns, ) 


Muns. 


ing will be here by and by. 


E 


| : MUNS. „ 
Huſh ! huſh! (apart.) Sir, we'll leave you a 
light, Sir, and you may leave it burning—that he 
may ſee the ghoſt. (apart.) 


MARY. 
Wiſh you a good night, Sir. 
M UNS. | | 
A good night's reſt, Sir. Oh what a claw- 


[Exeunt Muns and Mary, 


LORB ESMOND. 


For the firſt time indeed, fince my infancy, I 
ſhall ſleep under my own roof. Since I find this 
Count not here, I ſhall, if poſſible, get out early 
and meet him at the inn where I appointed. The 
dead of night ſeems very awful in theſe antique 
manſions.——T his room was, I think, my dear 
mother's yes, there's her picture - my fond pa- 
rent (clock ſtrikes one.) 


<. 


Enter ADELAIDE, from a door which opens in the 
wainſcot—walks as in her ſleep. 


Whc's here? a lady | — Heav'ns, ſhe's aſleep ! 
(He lands fixed with wonder, Adelaide croſſes, opens - 
a clothes-preſs, takes from her head a hood ſearf, 
and night-rail, ſomewhat reſembling the picture in 
the room, and puts them into the preſs ; then, to re- 


turn to the door where ſhe entered, walks with her 
face towards Lord Eſmond.) 


| LORD ESMOND. 
Is it poffible——'tis my Adelaide! Hold 
to wake her the ſudden fright may——yes, 
| this 


% 


me 2 — 2 
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this ring, her laſt pledge of aff tion when we 
parted — (puts @ ring upon her finger, which he 
had taken from his own.) This ging may afford her 
comfort, without diſcovering that *tis I that have 
been here. [ Exit Adelaide. 

This ſeems a private door—and that lobby 
yes—it leads to her chamber ſhe ſtil] only knows 
me for Nugent, and thinks me dead—the cauſe 
perhaps of her diſordered mind. To meet her 


here, my greateſt blefling ſo ſtrange and un- 


expected | May it lead to ſome greater happineſs ! 
[ Exit Lord Eſmond to the receſs, 


— 
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SCEN ; Open Country, before a public Inn, 
7 Sign of the Shoulder of Mutton. | 


Enter Mus, his horn round his nech, and box un- 
| der his. arm. 


MUNS. 


for only letting in that ſtrange man !——a ſtrange 
man he was, for none could tell how he got out 
this morning. —Maſter ſwears he was a thief, 
and threatens to proſecute me for an accomplice, 
if L ev'n aſk for my wages—and then Ive left 
my ſweet Mary-gold all to Frill.— Here have 
I tramp'd two miles, as hungry——and not a 
{ſhilling in my pocket. Now here's a houſe of 
entertainment—yet I'm afraid ev'n to fit-down 


on the bench, leſt I ſhould be aſk'd to pay for 


It, I'm ſo hungry —Houſe ! (calls faintly) Oh! 
what an effect an empty pocket has upon a man's 
voice at the door of a public houſe ! 


Enter LANDLORD. 


LANDLORD. | 
What wou'd you be pleaſed to have? 


: MUNS. 
Any thing, vir. | 
1 jo Enter 


OH that wicked old maſter, to turn me off 


e 


L 9 


Enter LANDLA Dx. 


LAN DL A D V. 
What do you want ? 


A 5 WUNE 
Till. | Epery thing, Ma'am. 
| ©: LANDLORD. 
. Who are vou? | 
MUNS 
A poor ſervant out of place. 
| LANDLADY. . 


We want a waiter, huſband, 


— 
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LANDLORD. 
Did your maſter give you a character * 


MUNS: | 
No, mY, he had none for 8 


LANDLORD. 
What e. can you do ? - 


MUNS. 
Sir, I don't know what to do. 


—— 
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LANDLORD. 
What are you capable of? 
4: 00 VIOS- + 
Oh, Sir—I can play a duet upon the horn. 
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LANDLORD. 


i oF want no horn. 
| LANDLADY. 
| No, that you don't, hufband. 


LANDLOR Þ. 
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PH be humble as a ſpaniel- 


E 


ä LANDLOR OD. 
You underſtand horſes ? 
ums. 
Yes, Sir, and cookery. 
LANDLORD. 
I want one in my ſtable. 


MUNS. 


A horſe ? 
LANDLORD. 
Pſha ! my ſtable. 
MUNS, 

Yes, Sir, but I'm beſt in the kitchen—Ma' am, 
I'll do any thing for bread only employ me 
fecret as a fiſh | 
watchful as a cat——T'll ſleep like a cock upon 
one leg, with the other ready to pop down to run | 
on a meſſage. 


LANDLORD. 
Come in, my lad, you're the very man for the 


Shoulder of Mutton. 


MU NS. 
That I am, Sir, either bak'd or a (HOPS 


SCENE, a Room in the Inn. 


Enter Lord E8MoND and LANDLORD. 


LORD ESMOND. 


Only if Count Fripon 1 1 for Mr. Nugent, 


ſhow him in. 
LANDLORD: 


Yes, Sir. [ Exit. 
| LORD ESMOND, | 
Luckily, in the time of my diſtreſs at Mont- 
peliers : took the name of one of their confe- 
D 2 derates, 
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federates, who, from being ſtationed in a diſtant 
quarter, probably the Count has never feen. 
They, ſuppoſing me one of their raſcally club, 
may get at their ſecret ſchemes, and ſo be pre- 
pared to counteract them 
Enter COUNT. | 9 5 
.-- COVNT. - 
Fal, lal, lal, lal! Ah, Monſieur Nugent, I 
never ave de honneur of ſeeing you, but know you 
are you of our club in Paris; Sir, I am rejoice at 
your coming. | | 8 
1... LORDESMOND.,: 5 
Thank ye, Count I'm ſent—deputed by our 
friends, to ſee how you go on with my Lord's af- 
fairs, . 135 5 
| - - GOUN Io To 
Ah, malheureux ! very bad—no money—been 
out now all laſt night, and got but abuſe—no— 
dey will pay none, but my Lord himſelf— One 
Jack Connor will not let 'em. 


1: LORD S&MOND. ri! 
Raſcal my friendly ſchool- fellow. (a/ide. } 


COUNSEL. 


Monſieur: Nugent—eh—I have. de thought— 
has Monſieur Dowdle, de ſteward, ever ſee you ? 
LORD ESMOND. | 

T think not. | 

| | COUNT. 

Bon! It vil do—fince de tenant vil pay none 
but my Lor himſelf, I vil paſs you on dem for 
Lor Eſmond, and I warrant in tumble de money, 
ma foi, ha, ha! 3 

5 | Loxp 


let to play his part of my jailor. 


ZW ͤ 
LORD ES MOND. 


| Egcellent! You'll ſay I'm his lordſhip, ha, 
ha! they pay me, and we return to Paris, and 


' ſhare it with our club, ha, ha! admirable! 


113 COUNT. $5 4 
Dat is it, ha, ha, ha ! But hold—if dey even 
believe you are he, how will dey tink how you 
got out of priſon in Paris ?!——Al! ah! dat is to 
be conſider. N 
LORD ES MOND. 

What do you think of my making my valet 
paſs for my jailor, whom I'II ſay I prevail'd upon 
for a bribe to accompany me on this ramble, to 
ſee my eſtate ? | 

5 TRAP, 

(Mitbout.) Ay, I'll have him. 

LORD ESMOND. 
Ha, ha, ha! d'ye hear him! 
| COUNT. 
Diable ! dat is he | : 7 


LORD ESMOND. 


Why, to tell you the truth, I had adopted this 

very ſcheme of yours, and already tutor'd my va- 
Now Trap 
will help me without knowing, (aſide. ) 


COUNT. 
Oh den dis is your valet ?!—— Ha, ha, ha 


admirable | ha, ha, ha! 


LORD ESMOND. | 
Now only obſerve how he'll keep up his cha- 
racter. | 
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tally ! | 


L 42 J 
Enter T RAP looking ſurly. 
TRAP. * 5 
Oh you 're there—I'm glad I've found you. 
LoD ESMON D. 
Well, Trap—l1 call him Trap—(apart to Count.) 


AE, 


1 you'd run away from me; but you 
frighten me ſo no more, as batk you come to pri- 


fon _— 5 


Ha, ba, ha, ha! bravo! Oh he does it capi- 


LORD ESMOND. 


Now I'll give you a ſpecimen how I can act 
the lord. (apart to Count.) But, my honeſt jailor, 
indulge me in this little frolic—I paid you well for 


it. 
COUNT. 


Bravo, my Lor ; now jailor. 
TRAP. 
Yes, but what's your pay if I get hang'd for 


letting you out ? 
87 COUNT. 


Ah, ah, ah] dat is capital. Ha, ha ! 
1 .. LORD ESMOND. 
But I am now going to my caſtle, 
COUNT. | 


On charmant: Ha, ha, ha! to 235 l 
Oh dat is admirable— Ha, ha! | 


TRAP. 


Yes, damme, what do you laugh at? If I had 
you peeping through the bars of my caſtle, then 


you might grin like a baboon. 


CounrT. 


— EEE . : 


——— 7 
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Ha, ha " 
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COUNT. 


Ves, but as dere is nobody by, you ny now 
as well drop the jailor. 


- TRAP. 


But I won't drop the jailor. Nobody by ?— 
Damme, do you want to reſcue my priſoner, ch? 4 


COUNT. 


Begar, if J vas not told you was valet, you al- 
molt make me tremble. 


| TRAP. 
Valet! what do you mean? 


COUNT. 


Oh I warrant he is de careful diligent ; I wiſh 
ſuch to ave de care of my clothes. 


TRAP. 
Your clothes ! ha, ha, ha! I'd deſire only one 


\ — 


ſuit and your body i in it, I warrant I'd take care of 


it. 
COUNT. 


You will drink my health? (gives him — 


TRAP. 


Why, as for your health that's no buſineſs 
of mine, but I'll drink your wine. My Lord, 
I'll have an eye upon you—can he drop from this _| 
window? No, no. [ Exit. - | 


COUNT. 
Ha, ha, ha , 
LORD ESMOND. i 
Well, don't you think we are ſafe in our jailor ? 


' CQUNT. 


Ay, 1 hope you'll play de Lor half ſo vel, and 
We touch de caſh. Ha, ha ! { 


Enter 
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E 
Enter Muds as a uaiter. 


C 
Do you call, Gentlemen ? 


WE |: cov. cr. 
Ventre bleu! more acting! diable! You 
Muns, vat bring you here! | . 


MUNS. 


Maſter turn'd me off for letting in, and giving 
a bed in the haunted room, to a half- ſtarv'd poor 
devil, . Lord Eſmond) Oh! how d'ye 


do, Sir ? La, Sir, did you ſee maſter, coming 
away!? 
| COUNT. 
Den you vere at de houſe, eh? 


LORD ESMOND. 
Laſt night, to look for you. ( apart.) 


COUNT. 


Oh vel, my Lor Eſmond, ven you return to 
your Caſtle as yourſelf ——— 


| LORD ESMOND. 
Immediately. 


os 


 MUNS. 


This my Lord Eſmond ! huzza! my fortune's 
made ! 


Enter „ 


LANDLORD. 


Hey ! What have you got lazy already, 1 ? 
{to Mums.) 
UNS. 
Eh! fellow ! who do you talk to? My Lord, 
had'n't we beſt quit? No accommodation tor your 
lordſhip in theſe paltry i inns. 


Cour. 


133 
couNT. 


Hey, fellow, you muft diſpatch all your ſer- 
vants and horſes round the country, dat all my 
Lord's vaſſals and domeſticks may ſhow their _— 
and reſpect in his welcome home. 


MUNS. 


And fince you did entertain me, to ſhow mY 
gratitude, J open your houfe. 


LORD ESMON D. 
Well ſaid, honeſt Muns; and for your diſin- 


tereſted generality in receiving me laſt night, you. 
may change places with your old maſter, 


MUN S. 


Make me ſteward | Oh, my Lord, I Mall! row 


mad with Joy * |—Clear the way there for his lord- 
ſhip. | E. 5 


80 E N 'E, Jack Connor? $ Houſe... 


Enter Jack Connor and PHELIM. 


"2 ACK CON N OR. 
The ſtranger gone! I ſhou'd have ſtay'd to en - 
tertain him but for his reflections on my Lord 
and the call of love, 
PHELIM. 


Yes, and here has been old Toug b, the gragier, 
making ſuch a riot about a 8 be iniiſts has 


been taken out of his field. 


| JACK CONN OR. 
Pha ! the fool]! never mind him—if my darl- 
ing will but come, and F ather Frank wilk but 
marry us—Oh ! here comes his reverence, 
Enter 
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Enter Father FRANK. 


FF FATHER FRANK. 
"a Well, Jack Connor, what is this buſineſs ? 
N | > JACK CONNOR. 
0 The firſt is, that your reverence will breakfaſt 
Wi with me, 
F' F. FRANK. 
F Well, that's a buſineſs of 1 no harm, if it be a 
{3  _ good breakfaſt. | 
15 JACK CONNOR. 
1 The next, that you marry me to my dear Ra- 
1 chel, who deſigns to ſlip out to me this morning. 
1 TO VUGH. 
1 (Without.) I will have it. 
4 JACK CONNOR. 
& Now here's that litigious blockhead, old Tough, 
N the grazier, come wrangling about 
F Enter Toucn. 


TOUGH. 


S8o, Jack Connor, now that Father Frank is 
here, I'll make my complaint, if you don' t reſtore 


my lamb. 
JACK CONNOR. 
She's not yours—you know my ſhepherd ſaw 
5 you t' other night ſneak into my field, and brand 
1 two of my ſheep with your own name. 
Ky F. FRANK. 
WY Oh that was a grievous fin, neighbour Tough. 
4 PO VEU. + 
Ab, Father Frank, I ſee which way your opi- 
nion goes where good eating is to be had; but 111 


lay my caſe before my Lord's ſteward, that 1 
will, | [ Exit. 
E tor 


1 
Enter RACHEL en 
OSS CONNOR. IE 
My love? . 
RACHEL 
Well, here I've run to you. Oh! I'm -ſo 
frighten? 'd.——Now if you have not TIS 
Father F rank here to marry us. 
JACK CONNOR. 
Ha, ha, ha gueſs'd it. Ab, ſly one 
| „ FR ANK. | 
But have you her father's conſent ? 


JACK CONNOR. ; 


I've her own, which is worth fifty fathers—eh, 
Rachel ? 


- 


| RACHEL. 
+ You | have. (gives her hand.) 
F. FRANK. 
I will not marry you without her father s con- 
ſent. <. 
| Enter PHELIM. ; 
PHELIM. | 
Here' s the ſteward. | 
RACHEL 
Lud, my father ! 
PHELIM. 


And yonder comes old Tough again, ſwearing 
he'll complain to him, - 


JACK CONNOR. 
Will he? Gad I've a thought—Ha ! (al. ) 
Father Frank, only ſtep in; Rachel will make 
breakfaſt 
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L 48 ] 
breakfaſt for 4 me to ſay a few words to 
her father, and I promiſe you he conſents to our 


marriage. - Huſh ! ſtep i in. ; 
F. F R A N Sho; 


Four hot cakes and your eggs are good, and 


that that's good 1 is the delight of a churchman. 
[Exit with Rachel. 


Enter Dowprk. 


50 W DL E. 
Jack, I am come again to demand your rent, 
to pay off my Lord's debts to the nt, 


JACK CON NO R. 
Well, you ſhall have it, if you'll oblige me, 


DOWDLE. 

Oblige you, that's doing all manner of roguerics 

to thwart and perplex me a 
JACK CONNOR. 

Well, my frolicks are all over—for as 1 loſt 

every hope of your giving me Rachel. 


DOWDLE. 
You've no hope indeed—this evening I give her 


to the Count. 
JACK CONNOR. 


Well, I knew you would ; fol firuck up to the 
daughter of old Tough the grazier ; unknown to 
him ſhe has ſcamper'd off here to me, and is this 
moment in that room. 

 DOWDLE. _ 

No! Well you're z devil of a 

are 

I am- and how can I help it? 


DowplE. 


to 
Our 


nd 


el. 


nt, 


les 


ſt 
er 


he 
to 
11s 


ra! 


_DOWDLE. 


Tou can't, 
JACK CONNOR. 


We've Father Frank here ready to marry us. 
but he's afraid of your anger. 


| DOWDLE. 
My anger! What is it to me who he marries ? 


JACK CONNOR. 


Why yes, as *twas all about my courting your 
daughter, he will not marry me to this girl with- 
out you are willing. 


- DOWDLE. „ 6: 1254 ae 
What! you knave, do you think I'll connive 
at your running away with any man's daughter ! 


Gad, I might be ſerved ſo myſelf. 


JACK CON NOR. 61 
And you ſhall—for by all the beard on your 


chin, if you don't call to Father Frank, to marry 


me to the girl within—there, (points to the room) 
as I loſe her through you, I'll again tack about, 
and run away with Rachel in ſpite of your teeth. 
I tell you, you'll never be able to hold your 
4 till 7 'm tied up. 


DOWDLE. 


Then IT wiſh you were tied up. Damn — 
fellow, he's as dangerous in the bebe, a fox.— 
Well, I conſent; fo call F ather Frank. 


JACK C ONNOR. 
Call a prieſt from his breakfaſt ! are you mad} ? 


pow E. 
Call the wench hither. 3 
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T | 
IAE CONNOR. 


1 will, thank ye—[going, returns. ] But I think 
you'd as good not be preſent. 
N : | od IS DOWDLE. 
5 No ? es] 
1 JACK CONNOR. 


DO * DLE. 
Well, I'm oblig'd to you. Indeed her father 
is a wicked old rogue. 
1 JACK NN OR. 


| So he i is, Sir; he's a wicked old * : why I 
told him ſo quſt now. 


DOW DI. E. 
Did you? What! to his face? 


JACK CONNOR, 
To his face, as I talk to you this moment 
bas” 1 you old knave, I'll marry your PO. 
on " 'DBOWDEE.:" 
beste in and do it; ha, ha, ha! 


0 "JACK CONNOR. 
1 will—1'1 do it. 
DOWD L E. 
Ha, ha, ha! I like to fee a crabbed old num- 
ſult bamboozled, ha, ha, ha! 


JACK CONNOR. 
80 do J, ha, ha, ha! N 


 POVEUN.- 
TWithin.] I'Il have her, 

DOWDLE, 
Eh ! here he is. 


* Spe a 
Te Bog 


ik 


I 


, SE. } 


JACK <a NNOR. 
Yes, he has miſs'd her. Now only mind the 
fordid fellow's manner of talking of his family — 
all in the grazier's Role or WAY: = his wife 
he calls his ewe. | 
pow, | 
Then I ſuppoſe he'l call his dhughter 1 
within, his lamb, ha, ha ! „ 
JACK CONNOR. | 
Eh why no; I think he'll ſcarce do that. 


| DOWDLE, _- 1.4 46 
I' bet you balf-a- crown he does. > 2 ein: 


JACK CONNOR. 
Done ! He won't. 2 . 
DOW D LE. 
He wWill. OE, don't I know the- fellow 8 
mode of phraſe 7 A mere ſavage ! | | 
IAckx CONN OR. 
Well, but do you call to the friar.. 
DOWDLE.*:. 


I. will. — Here, Father F rank, marry the 
couple directly; go in and do it, bing him in. ] 
Oh!] this will make a rare laugh againſt the old 
fellow, ha, ha, ha] Here he comes, ——Father 
Frank, make haſte and marry. them. 


\ 


* £ 9 


44 
1 
z 


nter T ouGn. 


TOU GH. 


He ſhall reſtore her. Mr. PAY do os 
authoriſe theſe doings ? 


DOWDLE. 
What doings | ' ha, ha, hal [ /mothering a laugh. 1 
ud 2 | Tovcn. 


* 


E 


TOUGH. 


What doings ! Jack Connor to take away my 
lamb? | 
DOWDLE. | 
His lamb ! ha, ha, ha ! by the Lord I have 
won my half-crown—lI knew the grazier would 
come out, ha, ha! She's Jack Connor's lamb by 
this, ha, ha, ha 


TOUGH. 
His ! For ten guineas ſhe carries my-name. 
DOWDLE. 
Ha, ha, ha! For twenty guineas, by this ſhe 
carries Jack Connor's, ha, ha, ha! 
TOUGH. 
Why, zounds | he's not tarring her over again 
DOW DLE. 
Tarr'd, yes; and ſhe'll be ſoon feather'd. 
T OUGH. 
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N lather's! 
DOWDLE. 
Yes, when ſhe's dreſs'd; 'tis all the faſhion, 


you know. 
TOUGH. n 
Zounds | then he intends her for his own table. 
DOW DLE. 
Ves, certainly, ve Il head his table, ha, ha, ha! 
TOUGH, 
44). He's plaguy deinty. 
| | if L DOWDLE. 
1 Les, he's a dainty fellow. 
14 TOUGH, 
I thought to have ſent her to 


1 He's a thief. 
| Fi market to-morrow. 
ö 


DOW DLE. 
Father Frank, if the job's over, let the lamb 
come out here, and zſæk the old ram's bleſſing. 
{ calls out. | | Enter 


„ G0 


1 


Enter RACHEL, handed in by Jack CONNOR and. 


Father FRANK. 


RACHEL: -.. 
[ Kneels to Dowdle.] Father, your bleffing. 
DOWDLE. P 
ER zZounds | | if this ſhould be the lamb 1 
TO U-G& I, 
Egad, and I believe you are the old ram, ha, 
ha, ha! / 
D 0 DBR 


Father Frank, what the Devil! 3 this you! ve been. 


doing! 

F. R ANN 2 1n | 

Fie, he! this is unſcemly. I've been joining 
this! br: in holy wedlock, as you deli: ed me. 


We icy | 
As you deſired him, ha, ha, ha! Egad tis my 
turn to laugh noẽwWw. 
JACK. CONNOR. S 
Father-in-1aw, to keep the lawgh from your- 
ſelf, you'd beſt join in it. 
RAE H | 
Father, don't be angry, for upon the word of a 
bride, I had no notion of marriage—but as you. 
deſited it, I complied,. to. lie N obedience. 5 
DOW PDL E. | 
Oh, plague of your obedience. [Gring in a 


rage. 7 


1142 


JACK''CONKN OR. A- 
Sir, father-in-law, here's the · half-crown you 
won. 


Ola Dowdle breaks from him, and. Exits in a for } 


TOUGH. 12517 

Ha, ha, ha! Um Io pleas'd. Tha if you 
even have my lamb, keep it, and let your lamb 

carye it for the wedding-day ſupper..,.. [L Exeunt, 
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SCENE, Lord Esmono's Houſe. 


Enter Maxx, and taps at the door. 


MARY; 

E 1 ha, h ha ! Yes, by this my young lady's 
a bride, and if poor Muns hadn't been turn'd 
away, I might have been a bride, Miſs Ade- 
laide ! [taps at the door. Bleſs me will {the my 


all day! ? 


Enter A 


"ADELATDE: 
1 e very late. ¶ Looks at her watch. ] 
MARY. | 
Late ! ha, ha, ha! now, Miſs, hav'n't you 
been dreaming of your ſweethcart ? 
ADELAIDE. 
Oh! Mary, the ſweeteſt dream! 
-- MARY; 
La, Miſs, that's a vaſtly pretty ring: I never 
ſaw you wear it before. 
ADELAIDE. 


[ Looking at ber finger. ] Ring! Oh Heavens ! 


is it poſſible ? . 


I muſt put your room to rights. J Exit. 


ADELA IDE, | 
This i is the very ring I gave my Nugent at our 
laſt parting ! If he ſhould be ſtill alive! Oh 
Part. ! 
R-enter Maxv. 8 
La, Miſs, as fure as I live, there's a door none 


of us ever law from your chamber to the haunted 
| room. 


c. 


8 


E 
room. I went through a long paſſage that goes 
all the WAY 3 and there's my old lady's clothes- 
preſs open'd, and all in ſuch a confuſion ! 


ADELAIDE. | 
Do you know of any e here laſt night ? 


MARY. 


None, Miſs, but he I put to ſleep in the haunt- 


ed room. 
ADELAIDE. 


Where is he? [quick.] 
| MARV. | 
Gone, Ma'am, but Lord knows where. 


ADELAIDE, 


It muſt have been my Nugent; every circum- * 


ſtance conficms it; and this ghoſt muſt have been 
I that walk'd in my ſleep. I ſhudder to think of 
the dangers I've eſcap'd; but my Nugent lives, 
and — vaniſhes. [ aſide.] 


Enter Dowpxx. 


| DOWDLE. | 
Ah, jade! Pray, Miſs, did you know of my 


- daughter” s elopement ? 


ADELAIDE. 
Dear Sir, did you fee the gentleman ? 


' DOWDLE. 


The Devil's in the women! I aſk about my 
daughter, and a gentleman is ſlap'd in my teeth! 
Hulley, were you her confidante ? (to Mo ary). | 


MARY, 


Pray, * ean you think where Muns is gone? 
' DownLE.' 
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BE... 3 


DOWDLE. 


Get along, you jade, you and your Muns; the 
raſcal, I ſuppoſe, is ee in a ditch by this— 
La liud knocking. | Hey! what great man is this? 


Enter Muxs, in à rich [tuery. - 


M UNS. 
bley nobody to throw open the gates for us— 
Hey [ſwagger ing. | 
DO W DLE. 


YVbu! you ſcoundrel, hoy dare you ſhow your 
ſaucy face here? | 


M UNS. 
[FF tthout attending t9 Dowdle] Come, we muſt 


have the rooms now in :ome order. I 3 table — 
chairs —ioph: _ [with great haſte, and very conſe- 


quentially he moves ty e. fUrmture. 5 We muit have a 
total change here) leave. 


0 * DLE. 
Hey! Turn out. 


| MUNS. Fx 
Stop—we mall con tee which of us is to turn 
out. (ſhouting Without, 
Enter Lord ESMOND Ge; dre fad) _ the Covxr. 
LORD ESMON 0. 
My beloved Adelaide ſ(embracing.) 


M UNS. 
My darling Mary | | (embracing. * 


ADELAIDE, 
Tis my Nugent! 


E i 


ä 
Nugent! Oh! fhe vil ſpoil all. (a ſde.) De 
lady is miſtake—dis, Mr. Dowdle, is your maſter. 


' DOWDLE. 


Eh 1 
„ COUNT. 

_ (Apart to Adelaide.) Miſs, fay with us, and 
you ſhall ave de much money. ns 


ADELAIDE, 


And does Mr. Nugent come here an impoſtor ? 
Lord Eſmond has been already too much wrong' d 
deprived of liberty and fortune: and, though 1 

never ſaw him, and once dearly loved you (te Lord 
Eſmond) could I ſuppoſe you one of his un- 
_ principled oppreſſors, I'd baniſh you for ever from 
my heart, | | 
ET LORD ESMOND, _ | 

My Adelaide! what joy to prove your probi 
8 as your — is ſootlef {1 Mou 
ſcarce wiſh to recover my fortune, but to render 
myſelf more worthy of your love. 


5 CO UNT. 
He does act de Lord charmant; I muſt help 


him on. (æſide.) Monſieur Dowdle, I have re- 
ceived lettres from my friends in Paris; to ſhew 
dere generolite, dey 4 20 me to deliver him up 
his bonds Dere, my Lor. (gives Lord Eſmond 
papers.) Now as we have no claim on his Lord- 
hip, 1 hope de tenants will now pay dere rents. 


LORD ESMOND. 


I am ſure, Count, I am vaſtly oblig'd to you 


for this. (noiſe without.) Dp 
A Enter 


L, 58 1), 


Fuck Jack: Comcon at TY ; he with 4 
lat ge ford Hands befer⸗ Lord Eſmond. 


| "JACK CONNOR, + | 
rn die 1 they. take my Lord again to a 


cel. 
Enter TRAP,; and Offers. | 


= "LORD ESMOND. 
So, Connor, you'll die for me, and not return 


to _—_ or ns 7 ha, ha 


r 
0 1 at Lord Eſmond) And: waslit you m 
Loc, 1 ae at my houſe ? = wy, 


C 


LORD ESMOND. | 


| My old friend, neither time nor dignity has 
eraſed the affection of our boyiſh _—_— for 


_4 every 


| 1 ACK CONNOR. 
My Lord, my firſt, requeſt is, eg fo for my 


1 
1 7 father-in-law. 
1439 DOWDLE. 5 


; 
| 4 Ah, Jack ! you know how freel y I gave you 
i my daughter, | ; 3p : 
1 | SOM UNT 
| 1 And I have loſt ma chere Rachel—Ab! . 
11 heureux ! 
T RAT. 


But now. my Lord you'd as good think of com- 
ing back to my houſe. 


LORD ESMOND, 
4 I thank you, Trap, but I prefer my own.—— 
44+ Reſtor'd to my eſtate, I will tatisfy all my ctedi- 
215 | tors; 


Ss - * * — 
N e Deere 


11 
tore; and, be aſſured, I. will take care to indem- 
mify you. . 
| COUNT; 
Diable] Are you really my Lord Eſmond? 
Oh, I am ruined! Si 


LORD ESMON D. 


My ruin, I hope, will teach our nobility, in- 
| ſtead of travelling to become the dupes of foreign 
ſharpers, to ſtay at home and ſpend their fortunes 
amongſt their honeſt tenants, who ſupport their 
ſplendour Trap, you have been long m 
gaoler, now [I'll be yours—but liberty ſhall be 
your puniſhment—hoſpitality the lock of my pri- 
ſon—and honeſt Muns my turnkey, to give a 
welcome to the kind friend, ſocial neighbour, and 
above all, the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 


CFC 


We 


